It was late at night in the forest. I searched around for something to drink from. Then, I saw those glowing orange eyes. A hunter. I started to run. They're the ones who think we're pests that just need to be extinguished. Just because we have ears, fangs, and a thirst for blood doesn't mean we aren't the same as you. But they don't care.

Some of us have flattened down our fangs, and some even rip off their ears. I refuse to go that far. I don't care what the law says. I'll shoot anyone who tries to get me. I pulled out my gun, and turned around. Now that I was still, I could tell the man was wearing armor.

"Please drop your weapon. I don't want to have to hurt you." Said a filtered voice.
"STOP CHASING ME! I'M NOT GOING TO BE LOCKED UP FOR THE REST OF MY LIFE!" I shouted.
"I'm giving you until the count of three...one...two..."

A sword that also had a shimmer of orange flew out of the man's armor. Blazing hot, I could tell. He ran at me, and I shot at him repeatedly, but to no avail. I ran once more, leaping into a tree, and hopping out of the top of it. The man slashed the tree down, but I was already gone, flying away with my now extended wings.

Every day. The same stupid...stuff. I went to go look for a cave to sleep in.